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day. Regular boils1/' That was how auntie always
thor^ht of them now, as boils inside her shoes.
4*R^Ju!ar boils/* she said, and somehow that
comforted her. Every now and then a crash came
from the rantrv. She screamed, "Boy! Boy! What
are you dcin-r? What have yon broken? I'll cut
your pav, Bov." Boy answered, "Issoup plate,
rnensahib/' or "Padding bowl, memsahib/' He
broke so much crockery thai if auntie had re-
membered the cuts she gave him he would never
have had any wages at all.
They sat out on the veranda on those Calcutta
evenings and watched the afternoon light grow
rich and deep in the garden^ where the grass
turned to emerald and the trees seemed to dip
down and draw their colour from the grass, The
canna lilies shone pink and scarlet in parrot
colours, and close, in pots by the steps, were
picotees, the white with crimson edges that smell
the sweetest of all
It March, and even that garden that was
not kept at all had its lilies and its colours; the
flowers from the bauhinia tree had fallen romanti-
cally on the grass and the jasmine over the old
broken stones was in bud. Presently the night
would come;, when the garden sank away and the
palm trees like ships sailed against the sky, when
the colours were lost and only the scents were left,
stronger and sharper because it was night,
If there was a moon5 Rosa loved to watch the
coming of the moonlight into the quiet garden
that was turned away from the house of noise and